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Rememberence is a burden 


| crashed through the door of my home, tears streaming down my face, the throbbing between my legs even 
more painful after the miles | just ran. "Dad! Mum!" | sobbed as | ventured closer in through my house. My 
mother stared at me blankly, her voice empty as a newborns bottle, she said "What's wrong, Layla?" 


"Mom.He.!-l.." | sobbed, and jumped when | heard my father burst through the door. "What Layla?!" He 
shouted, stumbling over to me and raising a hand. A burning sensation graced my face as | felt the bottle 
clamp down on my cheek. The glass shattered against my skin, and | felt my blood dribble down my cheek and 


drip down my neck. 
| couldn't do this. My mother just watched with a glazed look on her face. 


My Father..eyes bloodshot and crimson. 


It only took me an hour, and | was gone. 


| cringed as the memories resurfaced again, and | lifted my hand to my cheek. That night had been haunting 
me for years now, and still | couldn't liberate myself from its icy cold fingers. | chugged down my coke, 
pretending it was the alcohol | so desperately wished to have in my system, but couldn't from constant fear 
of triggering a flashback this time. The music from the stage blared intensely, and | turned around, attempting 


to distract myself. It was an exciting number, people were dancing, singing, jumping up and down. 


| rolled my eyes, and turned back around. "Not that interesting, eh?" Said a voice to my left. | looked over and 
saw a man in his late fourties with a well kempt beard and short, shaggy brown hair. | chuckled breathlessly, 
and swept my my bangs out of my face. "Something like that.." | replied "What's your name?" The man asked, 
taking a seat in the barstool next to mine. | noticed he looked sort of familiar. "| don't tell strangers that." | 
said, half joking. The man got a mischevious glint in his eyes, and held out his hand to shake. "Eric." 


"No last name?" 


"Clapton" 


"No shit?" 


"No shit, | swear." He grinned. | took his hand and shook it. "I'm Layla. It's nice to meet you, Mr. Clapton" | tried 
keeping my cool, but some excitement leaked from my voice. | couldn't believe | just shook hands with Eric 
Clapton. One of the guitarists that | had idolized for forever. | felt myself weaken as he flashed me a 
magnificent smile. "Its nice to meet you, Layla. Funny, theres a song called Layla off of one of my albums, done 


originally by the-" 


"Dominoes." | cut in. Eric chuckled. "Yup, Dominoes." | blushed. "So, wanna go dance?" He added, nodding his head 
off to the stage and the dancing people. | shook my head. "I don't dance." | admitted, sighing and gazing up at 
him. Gosh does he have gorgeous eyes. | thought quietly. Eric laughed, hearty and warm. "Me neither." He 


chorused. 


"What brings you to my end of London?" | enquired, out of the blue. Oh jesus, | better shut the hell up. "Ah, 
vell." He trailed off, trying to think. "lm having a huge concert in a few weeks. With a few other guitarists," 


He began to imitate a groupie, making feminine gestures. In a very high pitched voice, he spoke. "Like, Jimmy 
Page, and Steve Winwood, and Jeff Beck, and oh. My. GOD. Eric Clapton is gonna be there!" He sighed dreamily. 


"Hm, | wonder who's pants | can get into first!" He mock gushed. | started cracking up, and soon he did too. 


"Eric.. That was.that was.." | couldn't breathe from laughing so hard. Eric looked up at me, clutching his 
stomach in an attempt to control himself. "I know.|'m.Pretty.Pretty funny.” He rambled, ruffling his hair. "Do 
you want a beer?" He smiled softly. | nodded. "Hey Maestro! Two please!" He called out. 


| guess it wouldn't hurt to give alcohol a chance. Maybe the outcome wouldn't be as bad as | thought it would 
be. | smiled nervously as the bartender placed the bottles in front of me and Eric. Maybe | was overthinking all 
of these years. Eric picked up his beer, and encouraged me to do the same. "To good health, and new friends." 

He toasted, winking at me. "Salut." | said, knocking the neck of the bottle against his. | knocked back as much as | 
could, welcoming the burning sensation of the alcohol going down my throat. The feeling resonated in my chest, 


and then my entire body. 


"So, does a pretty girl like you got somebody?" Eric drawled. For an Englishman, he sure did have a southern- 
ness to him. | lived in the American south for a time, and he spoke almost like them. | blushed again. "No." | 
replied simply. "Really? You would think so!" He said, taking another sip of his beer and watching me from down 


the bottle. 


"Well, what about you? Mr. Hot Rockstar?" | teased, reaching over and playfully shoving him by the chest. To 
my surprise, he didn't move, and | could feel the hard muscles under his jean shirt. "Well, If | had know | could 
still shag underage girls, | wouldn't be having this conversation right now. But me? | just cant seem to find 
somebody." He confessed that last part, but | knew the latter was all shits and giggles. | did notice the slight 
tinge of grey in his hair, but so what, he was still pretty attractive. "You know what, I'll drink to that. To 
finding somebody." 


| raised my glass and he did the same. "To finding someone." He repeated, and once again | felt the alcohol dance 


through my system. 


We talked for a good two hours afterwards. He told me how excited he was for the ARMS concert he was to 
do with the other famous guitarists, and how he couldn't wait to start busting Jimmy and Jeffs balls over 
the Yardbirds. He asked me if | played anything and | told him | was a guitarist. He asked if | was any good, and 
| told him that | considered myself somewhat advanced. We talked music, and old times, when things were good. 
| told him that, even though | seemed older than my age suggested, | was actually just nearing my 20th 
birthday. We laughed in hushed whispers as we discussed how the hell | was legally drinking. 


"Lets leave it at | know a few good people." 


"Oh | see." 


Eric ordered us some more beers, and after our fifth, my vision was getting hazy. "Eric?" | began, giggling. " | 
think I'm drunk." The room was beginning to go round and round, and for some genius reason, | decided to 


stand up. 


Big mistake. 


